42                           THERE LAY THE CITY
I looked up at her, perched as she was on the arm
of my chair. I began to realize why I thought her
face was familiar. She looked a little like Louise
Rainer and then again she had a trace of the Bergner
in some of her mannerisms. And all the time she was,
I knew, just a little girl from the big city, who had
never stepped out beyond its shores. In passport
language she would be called "Domiciled in India"
and there were other colloquial terms for describing her.
" Got a lift home ? "   I asked after a pause.
" It's so difficult. I want to go with you But
I can't/'
" It's all right."
" No, but it's not. You don't understand. Look
I've got to be dropped by someone. t But I'm really
going home. I promise you."
" But there's no need to explain. I've got no
right over you."
" Don't be silly. It's not that. If you can tell
me where I can meet you in half an hour after this
show is over, I'd love to see you."
" But you'll be so tired."
" Now, don't be annoyed and difficult."
" Shall I pick you up ? "
" No, don't do that.    It's dangerous."
" Married ? "
" Don't ask too many questions."
" Okay.   It's a little bit beyond me but I'll wait."
" I know. Wait for me by the Bunder. Dead
opposite the Gateway."